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SCARLET RUNNER 


Her pathway leads one day 

Through sombre trees 

That stand as though at prayer; 

But near the end of trail she sees 

A narrow bridge of rotten wood. Beware 
Of either side!—What’s this, a-sway? 


A vine of tendrils green, 

A swaying, clinging vine with shameless flowers 
Of crimson, bright as flame, glowing as hours 
Of love; she tries to slip between 

Their passionate caress, 

But they against her press. 


How can a maid as she 

Withstand the thrill, the stinging vibrant thought 
Of each red bloom alive 

With rank decay of earth; yet could there be 
More beauty wrought 

In any mad wild fugitive? 


You must not blame 

The lass for what befell 

Her virgin soul; 

There sprang from flower to brazen flower a flame 
That wrapped her as a whole. 

Her end... ? Ah hush, no leaf will tell! 


, 


II 


LAMENT 


Stiff, brown leaves 
Are shivering 

On the bare trees 
With no covering— 
Poor, poor leaves! 


All through the snow 
They bravely clung 
With a coat of ice 
About them flung. 
Must they now go? 


Now when the spring 

In vesture green 

Comes trailing song 

The trees between? 

(The leaves do not sing.) 


They loose their hold, 
Fall and lie still; 
While all earth awakes 
At spring’s sweet will. 
Poor leaves, so old! 
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AUTUMN 


The vagrant mists come stepping through the valleys 
Wearing their trailing gowns of ragged grey; 
The thieving winds come prowling, desolating 

Both wood and broad highway. 


There is a wine within the grape’s blue chalice, 

There stirs a magic clear as dawn’s refrain, 

Who dares to walk between the venomed branches, 
When autumn breathes disdain? 
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THE JEWELED BIRD 


Within a carven silver box 

A tiny jeweled bird am I; 

My master holds the secret key, 
He need not fear—I cannot fly. 


Long hours, long days I lie within 
A chamber dark as Erebus, 

And there I study how to be 
Quite subtly cool and decorous. 


Of emeralds, sapphires gleam my wings; 
Of flame my breast most softly glows; 
Of ivory my beak is carved— 

But where I came from no one knows. 


Sometimes upon a hallowed day 

He takes the key and winds it thrice; 
Behold a rounded door springs up . . . 
I bravely strive to please, entice. 


Upon a fretted golden floor 

I gaily turn and twirl and sing; 
He does not know my cry of heart 
As he admires my lifted wing. 


Surely I am a wicked bird 

To long for unknown miracles, 

To wonder, dream, and ever yearn 
For something that the silence tells. 
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THE JEWELED BIRD 


If I were made to sing and dance, 

Why leave me in my darkened room? 
For silence is a holy thing 

That breathes of hidden worlds in bloom. 
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LA NUIT 


The night dark-browed and cruel is watching for me, 
High in her tower that leans towards the moon; 
How can I gain the hedge, the secret cover? 

My love comes soon. 


She has an eye as sharp as any spear thrust; 
She has enticed the moon to hold his light, 
So she can spy upon my secret smiling 

And kill delight. 
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MEMORY 


Through lean tangled grasses 

I have traveled the arid wastes, 
For fear of seeing your footstep; 

I have twisted my tired fingers 

In the thorn bushes 

So they would not seek your hands; 
The scornful clouds 

I have drawn over my eyes, 

So they should not behold 

Your luminous presence. 


But memory caught me 
In her perverse manner . . 
I swooned before you! 


How tranquil this road’s ribbon 
Used to unwind itself 

Until she came shuffling along! 
Her manner was nonchalant; 
How did I know 

That she could flagellate me 
With such asperity? 


Is there no immunity? 

She seems to have 

Unquenchable power; 

I am drawn within a mesh of pain. 


I shall* build a rampart 


Against memory— 
I cannot bear her wounding. 
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THE STOKER 


Hell I have here with me, 
Beautiful, death dealing; 

I glory in the velvet claws 
That hold life in contempt. 


Two women are coming down my oily stairway, 
Clutching their fluttering skirts; 

Hot waves of air ripple the lace on their waists,— 
Little tendrils of hair tempt me. 


Once I knew women like them, 

But now I have another kind of torment, 
And my present one I prefer. 

They stand quite close to me. 


You fools! you look in pity at my feet 
Almost buried in the coal, 

In scorn on my filth, 

In horror at my surroundings. 


Ah, ah! I swing open the mouth of my monster, 
I thrust deep into its jaws my slice bar; 

All my weight is hanging upon its end; 

My muscles swell, my sweat runs. 


In and out, in and out, as I force the draught, 
Tongues of flame come to caress me; 

They know me and speak, my beautiful ones! 
I feed and coax them to glowing strength; 
They reach out long arms 

While I tell them to brand these women. 
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THE STOKER 


Deeper I go—more strength— 
Farther spring the ruby claws! 
Almost, almost... | 


With a scream they are up the stairway! 

What, afraid, little fools? 

Well done, well done! I whisper as I slam the door, 
And the flames echo my laugh. 
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QUERY 


Always I am listening, 

Always silence paces by, 
Desolate as wind-swept marsh 
Yearning toward an empty sky. 


Still shall I be listening 

When flowers breathe above my head; 
Would you then come tenderly 

To one who lies so quietly dead? 
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ONCE YOU HAD KISSED ME... 


Once you had kissed me . . . Is a dawn forgot 
By argent seas that mirror mystery? 

Do not hill ranges hoard immortally 
Reverberations of the storm? And not 

A bird that flies but holds within his breast 

The luscious warmth and fragrance of the spring. 
But nevermore, my soul, remembering, 

Shall you walk coolly at each old behest. 


Now I am robed in vestiture of fire! 

What think you of the seal of lips, of eyes 
That feel and see beyond the stars’ surmise? 

I am the very root of all desire. 

Have pity on my lonely days that pass 

As sighing winds along some dried marsh grass. 
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RESOLVE 


People keep me girdled, 

In their stupid fashion, 
With their husks of living 
And their bone-dry passion. 


Things are warm and knowing, 
With gaze clear, far-seeing; 

I shall weave a garment 
Bright with their well-being. 
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PARADOX 


Spring is madly flaunting 
On the hilltops gay 

All her subtle greenness 
In her young way. 


But in the shrouded hollows 
There still remains some snow; 
The violets must be careful 
Where they grow. 


My voice is gold with laughter; 
My heart lies dark with tears; 
And do you think the world is 
Just as it appears? 
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FUTILITY 


Yes, life, I know you well; 

For every laugh you tip the scale with grief, 
And by each joy walks pain past all belief, 
While ever rings “‘ Farewell!”’ 


The bloom of summer’s wealth 

Is slowly strangled in a clutch of ice; 
The planets burn and die; no bars suffice 
To guard my love from stealth. 


But to my soul I cry, 

“T will be true forever to your light’””— 
When lo! a secret beast in all his might 
Uprears—close by! 
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PART II 





LAKE WITHIN THE CITY 


Rigid and gaunt in ghastly malformation, 
Ever the city’s piles and monoliths 
Crowd and push their pitiless cold might 
Upon your loveliness. 

Day and night 

Their myriad eyes gape and squint; 
Night and day 

Close, closer do they press— 

You who would be unto yourself 
Supreme, inviolate, from hush 

Of dawn that tiptoes up the sky 

Until the gradual slow fall 

Of dusk that purple-fringed cuts off 

The burlesque rackets of the day. 


Stand back, stand back, 
Monsters from the city’s lair! 
Let her have air! 

Sheathe your claws! 

This is no place for you to pause 
And gaze with covetous eyes 
Upon this rare, translucent jewel. 
Your tentacles reach far 

In fat rapacity. 

If you had your way, 

You would glide upon her 
Through the hooded night, 
Seize and strangle her, 

Drain her of light 

And laughter, 

Suck her dry as a bone, 

And after 
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LAKE WITHIN THE CITY 


Spread your excrescence 
Upon her rotting entrails. 


How shall we guard you, 
Little flash of heaven? 

How shall we save you 

For the benediction of moon, 
For the kiss of sun, 

For our own hungry hearts? 


See, here are the breasts and arms of earth, 
Curving about your territories, 

Shielding your frailties; 

On your crystal rim 

We will bind them tightly 

With ribands cut from the dim 

Pale sky; 

Tightly but tenderly clasp them 

With ribands of blue steel; 

You shall be scarved by the rose of sunset, 
Sandaled with fleet moon-silver, 

Veiled with bird song; 

Now are you not safe? 
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CATHEDRAL 


Up these white aisles all day sound tired feet, 

And care-worn fingers touch the waters sweet. 
They come from far and near, forms bent with woe, 
And by the holy shrines kneel very low; 

Here there is peace, a peace for weary souls— 

Out of blue mist a chime of color tolls. 


Through the deep dusk the candles dimly shine; 
The altar cloth is like a flood of wine 

Flowing beneath the stark, white form of Christ. 
On high a golden cross is gently kissed 

By light from windows, rose and amethyst. 


But I, with soul imprisoned by such weight 
Of doubt and pain, of grief insatiate, 

See not the tapering candles in the gloom, 
Nor the meek saints like lilies in pale bloom: 
No water cools my palm, no blessing falls 
Upon my lonely heart, no angel calls! 
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MOUNTAINS 


The mountains call, ‘‘ Behold, I give life!” 

And to me they say softly, ‘‘I am love.” 

There is a secret between them and me;— 

I have taken unto them my loneliness, 

I have given into their keeping my bruised heart. 
Through this long night their arms are about me, 
They breathe tenderly upon my forehead; 

Their sunshine has enfolded me, 

Their rains have washed away my tears. 


You have the strength of God within your hands, O 
mountains! 

You have the pity of Christ upon your hearts! 

If I have you, I can meet the future, 

As the pine tree smiles into the storm; 

If I have you, the past shall be for me 

As the fragrance of crushed roses, 

And my pain as the perfume of a hidden garden. 

Where my heart has dropped tears of blood 

It shall now only weave crowns of song, 

For you have given me love and life. 
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UNSPOKEN 


I need no words 

To tell you of my love, now that the spring 
Has come with banners floating, and the ring 
Of mordant swords. 


How can there be 

Escape for you when through her ritual 

The green is flung and the serried hilltops call 
In eager instancy? 


I can be still 

As any dead thing, if your eyes will see 
Her leaping flame, her holy mystery, 
And read her will. 
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DESIDERATUM 


Through riven winds I have searched 
For a sentient song, inscrutably wrought; 
No cymbal sounded my hidden thought. 


I climbed to the stars one night; 
Each golden disk about I turned— 
But alas! no words were on them burned. 


I cried to my frustrate heart: 


Are all my dreams a blackened thing, 
Will never my soul arise and sing? 
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LETHE 


Bring me white snow 

That has found rest upon the valley’s breast 
After the fury of the storm has pressed 

It cruelly to and fro; 


That has known heights 

Of mountain’s vision, pain and then release, 
Even as I, so now I pray for peace, 

For passionless cool nights. 


This snow I'll take 

And hold upon my lips so seared with fire, 
So twisted with the wrath of your desire,— 
And every soft, still flake 


Will cool and heal, 

Will bring forgetfulness as Lethe runs, 
Until I go as quiet as burned-out suns 
Beneath night’s listless seal. 
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SPRING, PASS ME BY! 


The song of spring is probing all my being, 

Even as sharp thrusts from a spear. 

The plaint of frogs is sounding endless throbbing 
Far and near. 


This beauty is a pain too keen for bearing; 

This fragrance lies too close for breath; 

I sense the beat of strange wings in a darkness 
That foretells death. 


Through other springs my feet were shod with laughter, 
My ringing song pressed on the sky, 
But now my grief is craying only silence— 

Spring, pass me by! 
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CONTRASTS 


A purple mountain rears its scornful might 

Against a steel blue sky; a birch tree frail 

Leans shyly toward a stream, curtained with shale, 
Latticed with light. 


A rasping cry dares to invade the peace 

Of this demesne; against two valiant pines 

A dead branch clings, a rotted thing that whines 
And will not cease. 


A stagnant, blackened pool with reeking lips 

In hollow lurks, but close by frailly grows 

On stem of jade a flower of pearl and rose 
Whence honey slips. 
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THE TRUANT 


Ten thousand little worries 
Plucked at my skirt to stay 
Within the house and tend them,— 
The trees all called ‘“Away! 


“‘Just see our radiant garments 
That sway as singing flames, 
And hear the happy piping 

Of crickets at their games.”’ 


So I locked my doors and windows, 
I fled on dancing feet 

Far down fair aisles of beauty— 
And oh, my way was sweet! 


And when in the haunting twilight 

I opened wide my door, 

Up, up the chimney they had climbed— 
My worries were no more! 
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FRUSTRATION 


I drew the blinds and I bolted the door 

Against the white moonlight, 

But through the cracks it gleamed on the floor 
In patterns bright. 


I said I would stand alone in my pain, 
No one should see my scars; 
But you came down my hidden lane 


And broke the bars. 


So I told my heart to hush its cry, 

I smiled at the moon; 

For love is sweet when he passes by 
And death comes soon. 
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DREAMS 


You are the door through which my dreams come to me, 
All the fair dreams with hopes heaped high as flowers; 
You are the light within—my sanctuary. 


What shall I bring you as an offering 
Upon the altar of these noble hours— 
A smile, a dance, perhaps some wistful singing? 


But hush, we move in dreams, let words be softer 
Than tenuous dew that rests upon the leaf; 
We move in dreams and so we must not falter 


Else we awaken to reality, 


Untenanted of joy, replete with grief; 
Are we not throned in dreams and ever free? 
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BLEEDING HEARTS 


Lightly as touch of wings frail shadows rest 

Upon the snow; through every shrub and tree 

The moon, milk-white and still, peers steadily; 

The world is locked in frozen peace, and lest 

Some trembling leaf should stir and fall, some breast 
Should throb, the elements have loosed a sea 

Of ice that grips all life immovably, 

And night looms stark by death’s cold hand caressed. 


Here is the place to bring your bleeding heart, 
And leave it in the snow to freeze and die; 

To quiet its tumult, still its ravaged cry, 

And make it from your brain a thing apart. 
Hearts are far too troublesome to keep— 
When one can place them in the snow to sleep. 


42 


SONG IN AUTUMN 


My heart flames in glory like the trees, 

My song rushes through me even as cold winds; 
Love has filled my arms, 

He has placed his seal upon my forehead; 

Beneath my heart there is the joy of his fulfillment. 


Who sings of spring! 

I scorn her tenderness, 

Her frail green, her perfume; 

I was afraid of love then. 

Through the nights my door was closed, 
I tell you I was afraid of love, 

My arms were empty and my song was stilled; 
The flutter of wings, 

The music of frogs, 

Like the distant throbbing of drums— 
Ah, the cruel restlessness in spring! 

I shall not sing of her. 


The hills are in cloth of gold, 

Even as my soul, 

There is holy fire burning within them; 
Do you hear the song of the trees, 

Do you see the up-rushing flame 

That is the sheath for my body? 


+ 


But hush, what are the trees saying, 

What do I hear through their singings?— 

That their end is near, their end is near; 

Be still, trees, with your imaginings! 

My door will be open soon to the glory of the night; 
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SONG IN AUTUMN 


I shall go forth through the falling 

Gold and crimson leaf 

That is like the music of unseen dripping water, 
Forever calling, calling, 

And I shall be burned 

At the touch of his embrace; 

The night is young and the hills are gold. 


Is there any such thing as death? 

What do I care, what do I care? 

Love is at my door, 

And my song rushes through me 

Even as strong winds; 

My heart will lie quiet against his breast, 
My lips will cease their trembling; 

I shall have rest. 


Yes, I come, Beloved! 
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INVASION 


Out of the night, out of the void of stillness, 

Behold, you came to me on wings of flame,— 

I who had thought in prayers to whisper softly 
Only your name. 


I was at peace with all, friendly with sorrow, 

From light and laughter I was a thing apart; 

Who bade you come to break the spell of darkness, 
To wake my heart? 
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PRESENCE 


This flesh of mine has housed full many a guest— 
Pitiless pain whose devastating tread 

Has trampled on me, leaving me sick with dread; 
Sorrows unbidden, in their hopeless quest 

For peace, that tear my roots, that menace life 
Itself. Joys have dwelt with me transiently; 
And loves, as frail as thistle’s down, that flee 
Before the first sharp breath of autumn strife. 


But now my pallid walls and windows flare 

With light, and all the empty, wistful street 
Before my door laughs gaily at defeat; 

Your puissant presence kindles the chill air. 

When you are here, my wraith-like dreams among, 
I am empowered with glory, great with song. 
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GIVERS OF LIFE 


At the feet of the purple mountains 

The pine trees gather at night; 

On the warm breasts of the mountains 

The pine trees lay their hands 

For comfort, for light. 

Who understands 

The source of all strength? 

Lo, I have seen the pines 

Gather their dark robes about them 

And run to these Givers of Life; 

Then the mountains have opened their sealed doors 
And poured all wisdom upon their yearning arms. 


Once I could go to you; 

Then I was refreshed, 

Revealed unto myself, made anew; 

But now that you have left me 

I am desolate. 

Why have you locked my tower of wisdom? 
Would that I could climb again 

The ivory stairs 

That lead to your sanctuary! 

Have pity upon me; 

How can I meet the weight of the years 
Without your sustaining hand? 
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ALCHEMY 


Birch trees beautiful and still 
By a shadowed pool, 

Gentle nuns within a church 
Decorous, cool. 


I saw them once an autumn day 
In a swirl of gold, 

Madly dancing in a wood 

While a year turned old. 
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HUNGRY WINDS 


When hungry winds come tugging 
At your window pane, 

Don’t let the door blow open, 
Don’t look down the lane. 


They say that poor souls wander 
Not buried deep enough .. . 
Quick, the bolts all fasten— 
Ugh, what a puff! 
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L’INVITATION 


Why do you wait, flower of white, 
Lustrous and cool, 

Ivory flower, 

Straight and slim 

Even as calla bud, 

Of velvet softness 

As petal of gardenia, 

And heavy with fragrance 
As breath of musk? 
Within your cloister 

Is it not always dusk,— 
Why do you wait? 


Lift now your heavy-lidded eyes 
And gaze beyond the gloom; 
The sun has jewels 

For your fair throat, 

And raiment softer 

Than breath of May. 

Lift now your eyes, 

Behold, he waits for you; 

Arise! 


His breath will burn 

You with soft flame, 

In red wine 

He will wash you, 

In wine of rubies; 

His lips will draw your soul 
Through the heart of flame, 
And you shall know the whole 
Of love, of life. 
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L’INVITATION 


Is it not better far 
To glow and live 
Beneath the fire 

Of love’s wild kiss 
Of hot desire, 

Than dwell like this 
Within the tomb 
So pale to die? 


He will not always wait; 
Go to him now. 
Soon comes the night. 


Thrust back your petals white... 


Ah, lift your flower lips! 
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SILENCE 


Always in silence shall my love for you 

Seem ever stronger, as the lucent flame 

That burns in stillness. Can I use the same 

Old words to tell of love resplendent, new? 

All beauty speaks of you in every flower, 

In fires of sunset, in the waking morn, 

When day’s bright hands the veils of night have torn. 
You are my faith, my joy, my splendid tower. 


Through quiet places there shall rise the song 
Of this, my secret, as the incense rare 

Floats upward through the gold and purple air 
Of dim cathedrals’ spectral aisles and long. 
The world will never hear a whisper low 

Of what your heart and mine in silence know. 
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PART IV 





INVOCATION TO SPRING 


Spring, speak to me 

By your holy flame 

Of beauty in fold on fold 

Of burnished gold, 

Of emerald and blue untold; 
Infuse the same 

Holy mystery. 


I lift to you 

From tears immersed, 

As beggars plead a dole, 
My starving soul; 

Ah, pour your spirit whole 
Of beauty first, 

And then love too. 


Give unto me 

The very wine 

Of life, of love and flower, 

A woman’s dower; 

Through every singing hour— 
Should love be mine— 

Ah, speak to me! 
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SANCTUARY 


Ah, leave me, leave me! Why so insatiate?— 
Even hard stone is worn away in time— 

I who would be alone, inviolate, 

As lofty bells that peal a clear-voiced chime, 
I am besieged by messengers, flame-shod, 
That batter at my gate; nor night nor day 
Can I be rid of fetters. Would to God 

That I might have the peace of yesterday! 


How did I know that love could set a snare 
Trenchant with daggered thorns about my heart? 
How did I know that I would find love where 
The thrust of pain bears all too keen a smart? 

Is there no way to sue for peace once more, 

No dim cool cloister with its close-barred door? 
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TIDES 


You sweep your tides across me, 
Merciless as the deep 

Surge of primal waters 

On sands that long to sleep. 


If I were ice-forged granite, 

I would stand secure; 

My eyes would gaze into the west 
Cold, so cold and pure. 
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ENVISAGED 


I wonder what I'd say, 

To see you come beneath these trees 

Just in the old familiar way, 

The evening breeze 

Lifting your hair, your eyes so kind, so gay 


If I could have you near, 

There’d be so many things to say, 

So much to tell while you were here. 
What would I say? 

Again and yet again, ‘I love you, dear!” 


I wonder what I’d do, 

If you just now should take my hand, 
Would love be beautiful and new? 

You’d understand— 

I'd close my eyes and lift my lips to you. 


What would I give? All mirth, 

All wealth—to weave this miracle, 

All hope of happiness on earth— 

To cast this spell, 

Ah, I would even lose my soul’s rebirth! 
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DUTIES 


Thankful was I to-day for small plain duties; 

I wound the clocks, I dusted and I sewed; 

But ah, there was no forgetting of my sorrow,— 
So cruel a load! 


My flowers were thirsty, but I spilled the water, 

Then I was glad for I must wipe the floor; 

How long must I endure this pain upon me? 
Dear God, no more! 


If I could be a machine and go on working 

With never a thought and never a wish for rest; 

If I need never know how terrible love is— 
That would be best. 
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PRESCIENCE 


Can this be spring again? 
Ah, spring, take care, 
Tread softly there, 

My heart is full of pain! 


Your warmth, your song, your smile— 
Ah, hide your face, 

Grant me the grace 

Of peace a little while! 


ENIGMA 


I have the gayest garden, 
It blooms in red and gold; 
But it is daily watered 
With tears untold. 


I make a shroud of laughter 
_ For my dead heart; 
For how should it lie naked— 
Desolate, apart! 


And you, you think you know me, 
The selfsame road we go; 

But there is one within me 

You do not know. 
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LITTLE SPRING SONG 


A spray of jasmine 
Yellow as gold, 

The little green leaves 
Fold on fold 

Of crinkled softness 
Fingers outspread, 

The modest snowdrop 

On emerald bed, 

The low soft croaking 

Of frogs near by 

That sounds like a chuckle 
And sometimes a sigh, 
The thrill of a bird call 
Note upon note 

Of liquid silver 

From pulsing throat, 

The milk-white crocus 
With veins of blue,— 

All tell me it’s springtime, 
And I love you! 
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RAIN 


Others may sing of glancing sunshine, shade 

And light, and skies that smile, but I shall weave 
My song upon the warp and woof that’s made 
From silver slant of rain; on mists that leave 
Their lace-like gauze upon the earth when flowers 
Lift up their scented faces to the lips 

Of my sweet rain; and on those fragrant bowers 
Of leafy arms whose cool, wet finger tips 


In holy baptism just touch my hair; 

And on the music that I hear both night 

And day when jeweled drops fall through the air 
And on my roof and garden there alight. 

Ah, beautiful beyond all dream, all thought, 
Are the soft melodies that thus are wrought! 
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QUEST 


Where shall I find beauty 
Where shall I find song? 

Ah, I wandered far and wide, 
And the road was long! 


But the winds were voiceless, 
All the stars burned pale; 
Nowhere was there answer, 
On no sea a sail. 
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STRUGGLE ETERNAL 


I am as young as the dawn, as old as the first dead star; 

My breath is as strong as life at the noon-mark, 

And as weak as death shuddering on the verge of the 
abyss. 

I have eternal youth folded within my heart; 

I have age, inexorable, bowing me to the ground. 

All love greets me, I lift my mouth for his salutation; 

All joy is mine, the dancing feet of the ages sound through 
me, 

Yet the fumes of hate encircle me as an unbreakable wall, 

And grief cries within my soul throughout the night. 


Is there no peace to be found, 

Is there no tender plain on which my tired feet may rest? 
All life is everlasting conflict. 

When I dance through the morning light, 

Sorrow waits for me at every corner; 

When I am enfolded by love, 

Hate taps me on the shoulder; 

I am forever caught up by the glory of the sun, 

Or beaten by the lash of the tempest; 

I can find nowhere a place of cool shadow or peace. 
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MY VALIANT ONES 


The Mountains at Dawn 


So quiet, so still they lie in their darkened room. 
Are they dead, or just mute? 

But watch as the sun breaks into earth’s cold tomb, 
And a bird sounds his flute; 


See how each golden, flame-shot scarf they twine, 
How they thrill to the dawn; 

Listen as soul calls to soul at a secret sign 

And beauty is born! 


At Night 


Now they are free; they know me and knock 
At my heart very low; 

My cares cannot hold me, I open my door 
And I go 

Into the silent, inviolate night 

My mountains know. 


To the blue-black sky I lift my face, 

The stars touch my hair; 

An owl is calling again and again 

Most hauntingly there, 

Where a voice comes vibrant with strength 
To climb and to dare. 


69 


DREAM SONG 


I ask that sleep may come to you to-night, 
As quietly as the meeting of the dawn 

And purple hills, or as the moon 

Ascends the ladder of the sky; 

I ask that drowsy, ragged poppies everywhere 
Shall blow their breath upon your mouth 
Until you smile and sleep; 

And that the distant singing of the waves 
That beat in harmonies upon the shores of time 
Shall chant now high, now low, and very soft 
Your lullaby; 

That love with curvéd lips shall brush 

Your eyelids tired 

Until they droop to rest; 

And you shall sleep to-night, dear heart, 

And you shall sleep. 
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SONG OF PAIN 


I shall not sing of tender green things budding, 

Of birds’ shrill flutings through the morn, 

Of the lush fragrance when the nights are dreaming 
Of waiting flowers, unborn. 


Nor shail I sing of faery lace a-blowing 

Down through the hollows of the town, 

Nor is my song at one with haunting laughter 
That echoes up and down. 


Rather I sing of pain that grows to madness, 

Of tears that fall like rains in spring, 

And through my song I weave the hush of parting, 
Of sad remembering. 
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ENTOMBMENT 


Drifting white as of snows, 

Cool, so cool and holy, 

Down from the moon; 

Soft swirls of wistful beauty, 
Waves of swaying lace 

Inwrought with white and perfume; 
Innumerable pure petals 
Attempting to uplift me. . 


Pale moon that reaches ivory arms, 
That places silver hands 

Upon my breast 

Striving to guide me; 

White flowers clustering about, 

Whose tendrils weave stairs of alabaster, 
I hear your voices 

But I cannot answer. 


Alas, and alas! 

There is no way of escape, 
My feet are deep in mire; 
Groping talons of darkness 
Clutch me— 

I am defiled! 


Through all my awareness 

Of this effulgent beauty 

I cannot free myself; 

I am bound by shattering voices of discord, 
Dumb and moveless. 

As one entombed. 
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TALISMAN 


Yes, in my garden it is winter now 

And sodden leaves are cluttered on my walks; 
Before the gusts of wind old shrivelled stalks 
Sway to and fro, demurely scrape and bow. 
Poor fretted grief comes knocking at my gate, 
The chill of death is heavy on the air; 

Joy’s faintest breath seems frustrate everywhere, 
Leaving the earth a phantom desolate. 


Can you find now some fragrant loveliness 
Laced with the song of birds, or warmth of noon 
Bright-starred with urgent valiant gold and blue 
Of flowers in spring, or night’s deep tenderness 
That rests as dreams beneath a yellow moon?— 
All these are in my heart because of you. 
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TRANSMUTATION 


From sun to sun 

Some go in dull monotony and straight, 

They choose the narrow path and through the gate— 
No duty left undone. 


They walk with eyes 

Upon the stony trail, and never see 
What buoyant fantasies of light may be, 
What gold surmise. 


My head is high; 

And I'll dance through red flowers, the fence I’ll break; 
In my two hands, within my heart I’ll take 

All lovely earth and sky. 


And I shall hear 

Throughout the night the throb of stars that sing; 
I shall be one with each resplendent thing 

That burns from sphere to sphere. 
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SUPPLIANT 


Deep in your chair you lounge, your thoughts so far 
Away from mine; your little world is bound . 
Just now within your narrow book; no sound 
Could reach you, nor could light from sun or star 
Lift up your lids; you are so satisfied 

With your dry tale; your pipe has long been cold, 
You shift an arm or leg, pages unfold 

As hours slip by . . . I am so near your side, 


So near your hands, and on my lap are flowers 
Most blue and fragrant from the arms of spring, 
And all the warm live nerves within me sing 

Of love and you. So swift, so short these hours! 
I hate your book! Will you not raise your head 
And give one little glance to me instead? 
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A GIRL I- KNOW 


When she is cool and haughty 
She’s like a poplar tree 

That stands aloof and silent 
In quiet dignity. 


She draws her skirts about her, 
Her arms across her breast, 
She’s like the saints in chapel 
That stand in holy rest. 


But when she’s gay and laughing, 
She’s just a silver birch, 

So mischievous, so lovely, 

And never thinks of church. 
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HEART OF FLAME 


Heart of flame on the hills, 
Cloth of gold on my breast; 
Song of winds in the trees 
While in your arms I rest. 


Gold leaves that kiss the stream, 
That sink and are moulded in one; 
Rain that is lost in the sea, 

And light of stars in the sun. 


With love I can reach the stars, 
With love I’ve a light for death; 
There’s a song all day in my heart, 
And a prayer on each breath. 
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BARBERRY 


Grey world and white, bleak snow and barren fields 
Whose trees show only twisted branches clear 
Against a lifeless sky. Grey world, austere 

And hard, that frowns and turns away, that shields 
Her mysteries and soul in ice, that yields 

No shred of beauty for my heart, for fear 

I shall find solace. ° Bitterness is here, 

Pressing its hand upon the sky, the fields. 


But lo! across my path a flash of red, 

A bush of barberry that laughs and sings 

Of coming springs: “‘And here are thorns,”’ she said, 
“To hang your cares upon; here’s hope, for wings!”’ 
Then suddenly I heard the singing earth 

And all my life arose in glad rebirth. 
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COURAGE 


Because the years are ever closer crowding, 

And griefs are manifold and backs bent low 

With burdens that no one but Christ could know, 
And our way is oh, so hard for finding 

That we stumble on the paths we once took singing,— 
Spirit of Courage, leave us never now. 


Courage we need when the low call of darkness 
Tells us the glory of the day is spent, 

And looking back on wasted hours that went, 
Like flying arrows in the wilderness, 

Is torment: nevermore will the gay gladness 
Of those hours return their sweet content. 


So give us courage through the wild rain falling 
To know that sunlight will be flashing soon; 
And in night’s blackness feel another noon 

Will fling on earth its red-gold glory shining, 
And other souls will laugh with no repining, 
Although our light seems sinking all too soon. 
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IN EXCELSIS 


Words cannot hurt me, walls are powerless 
To keep me jailed when I have lustrous light 
Within my soul. However deep the night 
Surges around me through time pitiless, 
There still remains a source of power to bless. 
Let the flesh suffer in the ultimate flight 
Beyond the earth and toward the infinite— 
The gloom is riven, light is measureless. 


Yes, I have walked with pain; the rods of death 
Have pierced my side; within the eyes of sin 

I saw betrayed the shadow of mine own; 

Life I have known from heights to depths beneath, 
Yet with no fear, and now behold therein 

I find the key to an untrammeled zone. 
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QUESTION 


Had you a jewel warm and full of light 
Inwrought with loveliness, pearl of delight, - 
Your heart’s delight, 


Would you seek other jewels, would you dare 
To leave this one alone and lonely there, 
So lonely there? 


Would you not take your treasure to your breast, 
Cherish and guard it above all most blest, 
Most dearly blest? 
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DEGAGE 


Do you not know when love has flown? 
The wind blows with the laugh of springs; 
I go on secret wanderings— 

I am my own. 


Yes, I have loved you for a space, 

But no man ever holds me long; 

My eyes see far, my wings are strong— 
My lord, give place! 
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LITTLE THINGS 


What do I love you for—the gifts you bring 
The pretty things that any one could buy? . 
Ah, you are more to me than breath could sing, 
Than tongue could tell, however hard I try. 

I love you for the thrill your hand on mine 
Can give, like fire running through dry grass; 

I love you for the words your eyes tell mine 
Amidst the crowd when you and I just pass. 


I love you for the pregnant silence, dear, 

That falls upon our souls like God’s own peace, 
And for our laughter winging unshed tear, 

And for our trust at death alone to cease. 

Such little things to love you for, you say? 

You know what’s locked within my heart each day! 
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FROM THE ARABIC 


Do you know that wide to the night 
My window stands, 

As empty cups that plead 

Are my two hands? 

Mine eyes are tired with gazing 
Across the sands. 


Behind my shutters I wait 

While dumb is my lyre; 

The winds blow cool through the palms 
But my flesh is fire 

With the voiceless grief and the flame 
Of my wild desire. 


My hair is straight and black 

As the night’s soft wing; 

So thin my robe, so bright 
Necklace and ring— 

My lord, will you come to me soon 
Remembering? 
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THE FALLING OF LEAVES 


As the curve of a peacock’s tail, 
The leaves of amber and rose 
Glide their prismatic trail 

To a bedecked repose. 


But some are cowled in brown, 
These sink to their cell-like doom— 
A bird on the wing shot down, 
Disarmed for a graceless tomb. 


So let the falling of leaves . 

But for a moment confuse; 

You must sense what subtly grieves, 
And fail to brusquely accuse. 
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SONNET SEQUENCE 





Prelude 
MY HIGH HILL 


I came to my high hill in the cool of the evening, 

After my loneliness had all but torn my heart; 

I came to my high hill, and there were kind arms leaning, 
And the breath of tenderness and peace from earth apart. 


Sorrow called insistently, pain waited near me, 

But my hill put out a shield cool and unafraid; 

So what was there in memory scarred with grief to sear 
me, 

When I found her benediction on me softly laid? 


gI 


I—I FIND MY HILL 


High on this hill I choose my dear retreat; 

It looks so bravely up into the sky, 

It stands so squarely to the winds that fly 

From north, from south; here tower on sturdy feet 
My guard of hemlocks, stern with age and wise; 
While silver beeches woo me with their grace 

And moss beneath my feet is spread like lace, 

And laurel smiles through shining jade-green eyes. 


Here I shall build a secret house to hold 

My fairest dream, my faith, my truest trust, 
Where no discordant voice shall stir the dust, 
Or mar the topaz light that stars unfold. 
Reanimate my sated soul, inspire 

My withered joy with spring’s melodic fire! 
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II—WITHIN THIS WOOD 


Now am I islanded in solitude! 

The stillness deep and tenderly profound 
Leads me where vision stands within this wood 
Of opal green by secrecy close-bound. 

Let wizened moons look down on rusted time; 
Let cities roar their clamor to the sun 

In bronzen tumult, useless pantomime; 

Here there is peace as cloistered as a nun. 


Clasp me, enfold me, solitude most fair; 

Endue me with your grace, your loveliness; 

Place in my arms fulfilled each vagrant prayer; 
Upon my lips the seal of knowledge press! 
Though darkness close about me on the morrow 

I shall not care how near, how soon, looms sorrow. 
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III—BUT IT IS A SECRET TO OTHERS 


No one can find my hill; around three sides 

Sheer rocks protect me with their armour bright, 
While on the fourth a lovely pathway hides 
Through tangled briars. How did I first catch sight 
Of path and hill? The little leaves just guessed 
The hunger in my heart, and up its slope 

They ran, so kindly with their gift of rest, 

While all the branches whispered to my hope. 


I dreamed once on this height through sunset’s flame 
A spirit touched me with his tender hand 

And kissed my lips. It was as though there came 
An angel from some distant, holy land 

And bade me sing. Henceforth my lips are blessed 
Through hidden light by touch of fire caressed. 
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IV—THE HOUSE IS BUILT 


My little house has strongly, finely grown; 
Within its beams and plaster are my prayers, 
My faith for glowing work that shall be sown 

In constant effort for the best; that dares 

The truth at any cost; that seeks the sweet, 
The laughter gay, running like threads of gold 
Through grief; that will not countenance defeat; 
That strives forever beauty’s grace to hold. 


So fair a fortress is this house of mine, 

Such friendly words my trees are whispering, 

So deep a blue the arms of heaven twine 

About my hill in love remembering,— 

' No wealth could buy this treasure now from me, 
My house and hill, portent of mystery. 
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a — - ~ NEEN he RFA ET 
LOMA LINDA- UNI. ERSITY 


LOMA LINDA, CALIFORNIA 
V—I AM BESIEGED BY DOUBTS 


Frail passing hour, tired leaves that idly fall, 
Warm earth upon whose tender breast I lie,— 
Do you not hear, do you not even try 

To understand the voice of winds that call, 
The thousand thoughts that as a leaden pall 
Do ever lie upon my heart and cry 

For utterance? Why have we pain, the sigh 
Of death that drifts to dust perpetual? 


All men demand a faith, a permanence 

That shall outlive the stars. Faith weaves the cord 
That leads to Deity. Ah, hill of mine, 

When I am gone, in fresh magnificence 

Each spring your life will bloom. Give me a word 
To still my futile questioning, a sign. 
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